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I WAHOOJ LOOKIT THEM teller 
coyotes run from me; m/k 

I RECKON BLUEBEARP IS EVEN 
MORE XXIRTI 1 AIM TO / 
HOSTIE THAT VARMINT ANP V 


RUN FER YORE 
UVESJ THAR'S 
THE -MEANEST 
HOMBRE IN, t 
l THE WEST) 5 


VjANK OFF HIS WHISKERS, 


Cl HE RAMBUNCTIOUS 
irOLP FOREMANOF 
LI THE BAR NOTHING 
RANCH SURE TALKS 
BIG, BUT IT TAKES 
MORE THAN IVORPS 
TO STOP THE CRAFTIEST 
ORNERIE ST GUNMAN 
THAT EVER SHOT A 
MAN IN THE PACK . 



HERIFP 

SLIM 

TOGGLE 

MAKES 

TWO 

ANNOUNCE- 
MENTS 
TO THE 
CITI1ENS 
OF RAWHIDE- 
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NOBOPMI NT ysHUOC^J HE V 


kT THAT VERT MOMENT BLUEBEARDS 
i GANG STRIKES AT A STAGE- 
5ACH OUTSIDE OF RAWHIDE... 


SEGOND, KEEP yORE EVE? 
PEELED FDR BLUEBEARD AND 
HIS GAMS) THEM HOMBRES 
^ IS RUNNING WILVi ^ 


EVER SEEN HlS 
CONSARNEP FACE, 

aur yuh cant 

MISTAKE HIM.' 
HIE WHISKERS 
ARE AS BLUE 
AS THE SO J > 


IVONT PARE 
COME AROUND 
HERE/ WlSHT 
HE WHIP, V 
THOUGH] 


ULP. 1 
IT'S A , 
HOLDUP.' 


HERE THEY ABE, BOSS. . 
LOOK AT THEM SPABKLEl 


HAND OVER THE 
GOLD, PARP/ WE 
KMOW YUH ear A 
SHIPMENT FRESH 
HROM THE MINT, J 


GO TO THE SECRET 
HIDE-OUT, MEM.' 
yuH'LL never f£ 
FOUND THERE/ 

I'LL JINE YUH LATERI 


HEH-HEHi NOT EVEN MV OWN /HEN KNOW 
ITS FAKE/ IT'S A PERFECT VISGUtiS/ 
THE LAW LOOKS FDR A BLUE-BEARDED, 
NOT A CLEAN-SHAVEN HOMBREj . 


AH, 1 WHAT A RELIEF 
TO TAKE OFF THIS 
PHONY BEARD 
-.AND MASK/ 


HEAP FOR 
rawhide; 
Git the 


s heriff] ^ 
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my 

THE oiv . 

moml 

I0U6HTA 
wring . 

HIS NECK! 


i could catch 

HIM EASY IF I 
TRIED.' I'M TOO 
SMART AMD 
TOUGH PER, 
THEM IDJITS! „ 


ROUND UP A 

poaei well 

CHASE THAT 
galoot clear , 

ID THE BORDER! 


huh i why err 

SO EXCITED 
OVER A UTTLf, 
TyVO-BIT OUTLAW? 


IT'S BLUEBEARD 
AGAIN r SHERIFF! 

THE VARMINT HELD 
UP MUH COACH AMP 
STOLE TEN THOUSAND 
DOLLARS IN BRAND 
NEW COINS/ 


BALLS, 

O'FlRe! 


WE'RE ALONE! 
NOW X CAN TUT 
THIS INSULTING 
OLE FOOL IN 
HIS PLACE! 


GOOD LUCK, MEN! 
I'D HELP. BUT irs 
HOOMIUATIN' TCI , 
HUNT polecats! 


SHBT 

TORE 

MOUTH, 

HAIRY 

puss! 


Vge-oww 


r ILL BE , 
PINSBUSTEDi 
NEW GOLD 
COINS! MUST 
BE THE STOLEN, 
MONEY/ > 


*vnm n non 1 1 nr 
WAL, TAKE THIS 
UPPERCUT TO 
. YORE JAW! > 
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GOTTA ACT FAST] THIS OLE 
RANGE RAT AW EXPOSE ME. 1 


MPPEE! X GOT 
IT! IWHAT A 
PLUMB CLEVER 
_ IDEE! A 


.UEBEARD PRAGS GABBY INTO A WEN 
AMP HASTILY GOES TO WORK... 


HURRY) BLUEBEARD'S IN 
THARi SHOOT TO KILL.' 


NOW TO SIC THE 
TOWN ON HIM; 


GOOP THING I HAP MY BLUE PYE/ NOW 
I CAN GET RIP OF THIS HOMBRE, AND , 
MAKE IT SEEM AS IF BLUEBEARP IS PEAR 


help! help!, 

I’VE FOUND BLUEBEARD. 1 



CEP, GABBY STAGGERS OUT OF THE 
BARN, HIS SHARP DYED BLUE... I 


STOP SHOOTING, 
YUH PAPBLAMEP 
locoep idjits; 


PONT USTEN TO HIM: 
HE'S FULL OF TRICK! 
SHOOT H!M DOWN! 


' THARS 
BLUEBEARD: 
v GIT HIM! . 
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ezzezeeKj 

IT'S . 
BLUEBEARD] J 


a N'T ARGUE WITH BULLETS, 
COKER ! 6IT GOING.' . 


WHAT IN 
TARNATION 
GOT INTO 
FOLKS ALL 
OF A . 
SU DPEN! 


AFTER HIM! 
HE MUSTN'T 
, GET AWAyJ 


IP HE POES, I'LL , 
SHORE BE HANGEDi 
I'D BETTER GO ALOM! 




IRKER IS THE ONLY HORSE IN THE' WftT , 

WHO KNEE IS WHILE HIS AWSTER MOUNTS. 



'N THE MEANTIME. SHERIFF SLIM DAGGLE IS 
I SEARCHING THE mas FOR BLUEBEARD AND WHEN 
HE REACHES THE ROCKY SLOPES OF MOUNT BLOWTOP.. 


r LOOK, SHERIFF/' 


Cant go much closer 

TO THE VOLCANO, BOYS/ 
BESIPES, THE TRAIL ENDS 
ON THIS VOCiO.I RECKON 
BLUEBEARD ESCAPED AGAIN' 



IHE POSSE COMES TO A HALT, 
BUT (GABBY KEEPS GOING. .. 


ULPi THEY WON'T LET ME 
LIVE LONG ENOUGH TO FIND , 
OUT WHAT THIS IS ALL ABOUT' 


JINE FORCES, MEN! 
WE'LL CORNER THE 

w omoori > 


THE LOONYTlC T ITS HlS ONLY 
IS HEAPING UP CHANCE! WE 
TOWARD THE . GOT HIM BLOCKED 
VOLCANO,’ 1 OFF DOWN HERE! 
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careful nok /, corker 1 . 


iKPEMTILY, SAW FLEES HIGHER 
' AND HHJHER TOWARD THE 

volcaho!> CRATER ! 


iUTTOENLY. A PIECE Of 

► the rim gives wav; 


WE'RE RIGHT ON THE 
PINGBUSTEP HIM! 


VEOW! 
HERE WE 60! 


WERE , SITTING POWERFUL 
CLOSE! WHICH IS WORSE* 
BEING FIUEP WITH LEAP . 
OR PROPPING INTO A VOLCANO? 


no point in yep; 
LOOKING PER. THAT'S THE 
HIM, SUM! HE'S END Of 
PAIP TER SHORE < ELUEBEARV! 


ML, I'LL EE , 
A HORNED TOAP! 
HE FEU INTO , 
THE VOLCANO! 


i GABBY RSALiV PLUNGING TO 
DEATH I N A FIERY INFERNO ? 


IF WE WENT AFTER HIM, WE 
MIGHT MEET THE SAME ENPI 
HEAP FOR HOME, SOYS, AND 
SPREAD THE GOOD NEWS! 
BLUEBEARD I S DEAD! 


CCOUGHl) VINGBUST TV. THE BAR T 

NOTHING RANCH WON'T NEVER GET 
A FOREMAN TO TAKE MV PLACE,' , 
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'nieTYiUCKl THEY 
KEEP SMOKE POURING 
UP, SO FOLKS WILL 
THINK THE OLE VOLCANO 
IS ACTING UP AN P 

KEEP AWAY l > 


Oft? HI# AMAZEMENT, SAW #KI»’ 

U TO TUB BROAD, GRASSY, 
FLOOR OF THE CRATER! 


THOSE GALOOTS LOOK 
LIKE BLUEBEARD'S 
MEN/ THIS COULD 
BE HIS HIPE-OUT.' , 


WHERE IN 
TARNATION IS 
THE VOLCANO? 


LOOK! 
THERE'S , 

Bluebeard.' 


THAT MAKES BLUEBEARDS 
GANG SAFE — BUT I -4AV77, 
SOON AS THEY SEE I i 
FOUND THEIR HIDEOUT, / 
.THEVLL KILL ME.' ^ 


MAYBE WE CAN 
SNEAK AWAY AND 
CLIMB OUT> 


SURE, 
THINS/ 
HOP 7D , 

it, voys! 


MEN, RUSTLE 
UP SOME GRUB 
PRONTO! YORE 
BOSS IS 
POWERFUL 
HUNGRY L J 


FIRST TIME YUM 
LET US SEE yUH 
WITHOUT A MASK, 
BUT WE'D KNOW 
YUH ANYWHERE 
WITH THAT BLUE 
^ BEARD] ^ 


HMM— 

THEY RECKON 
I'M THEIR 
BOSS-- SO 
I RECKON! 
CAN HAVE ME, 

A 0OOP time! 


nurint mi, 

about time Bluebeard/] 
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yes ! 6i room 

My HORSE 
ANP POLISH 
0 EAVPLE, 
snv</ 


UMMM. 1 
S OOP 
6RUB! 


ANYTHING ELSE j 
WEOWrO,RTSSg 


AH! 

VITTLES, 


HEE-HEE! ITS TLUMB 
AMUSIN6 TO H/ATOH 
THESE HOMPRES JUMP 
EVERY TIME I GIVE 
v AN okpek; y 


[PUFF!) | HAI/M/X j VON'T 
HOWS POTHER ME. SON 
THIS. / X SOT /WORE 
pozs?) IMPORTANT , 
rrvvTHwas to po: 


LCMP ALL THAT 
VYNEEMITE ON 
THE WA60N/ 
PUT ALL THE 
AMMUNITION 
ON THE W/USON, 
TOO/ . 


ANYTHING 
YOU SAY, . 
’BLUEBEARD! 


IUST AS THE WORK OF LOADING IS 
FINSHEP, THE -REAL BLUEBEARD RETURNS! 


GW HIM, MEN, 1 
HE'S A PHONY! 


HAVING ALL THAT STL /FP 
IN ONE PLACE WILL MAKE 
IT EASIER FOR ME TO 
CAPTURE THIS TAVBLAMEP 
GANG! . 


'VOSGONE THAT SNEAKIN’ 

COYOTE. 1 my men think 
JHE’S THE REALBLUEBEAEP! 


6 
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look! _r m bluebearp! 

I'M YORE TO*?; > 


PONT LISTEN TO 
THIS LOCO MAVERICK. 
HE AIH'T EVEN 6QT 
REAL WHISKERS'. 


I'LL 
SHO \H 
YUH! 


THE COLORS RUH NING OUT! 
NOW I -RECOGNIZE THE 
CRITTER 1 . I TV GABBY HAYES, 
THE BZAGSIN6 FOREMAN FROM 
THE -BAR. NOTHING -RANCH! 


IT AIN'T THAT 
EASY, YUH STOOFIP 
HOMBREB! J. 


HIE WHISKERS AIM T EVEN BUIE. 
WATCH 'EM WASH OUT IN THIS 
^ TU B OF WATER! 


HE TRIEP TO 
/MAKE FOOLS 
OF US! KILL 
. HIM ! 


shut! 




WBY SHOVES THE WAGON AWAY. 


I TOOK COVER IN 
A BAP SPOT! ONE 
STRAY BULLET INTO 
THE PyMAMITE -AMP 
I'LL BLOW SKY-HIGH! 


C'MON ! 
WE GOT 
HIM OUT 
IN THE 
OPEN! , 


AWKl ITS 
ROLLING 
INTO THE 
PIKEJ 
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H-HERE'S MYCHANCEl 

to escape... 1 


AFTER HIM! 
PONT LET 
THEEimiHDm 
GET Ami 


yeocv/ T we'll settle 

RUM FOR , WITH GABBY 
VOUZUV&IJ HAVES LATER, 

? 1 rrn we LIVE , 

TMEQU6H THIE. 1 


THE EXPLOSION WAKEP UP 
THE yOLOANOi *HE'S SETTING 
FEAPy TO SLOW/ V 


VlGVlRT, yuH 
LAZY HO*Si WE 
SOTTA SIT OUT 
OF THE CRATER , 
BEFORE *HE BIOWXJ 


WERE ALMOST 
OUT l 


F he fleeing men EWE FROM 
THE CRATER AMD RACE POIVNTHE 
/MOUNTAIN SLOPES AS THE MOLCANO 
ERUPTS WITH A THUNDEROUS ROARi 


WHEW.' IT THROW* UP TEN-TON 
BOULTER* A* IF THEy WA* PEANUTS, 
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( LIM PAGGLE AND HIS POSS E HALT TO [P&&6 


mai~THe 'mmy spectacle j 


THAR'S GAPEY HAYES ME PLUEPEARP. 1 
LET'S HEAP 'EM OFF AT THE PASS! 


LOOK! SOME 
MEW ARE RIP/NG 
AHEAP OF THE 
_ LAVA! 


ROUND EM 
UP, TOYS! 


surrender! 

WE'VE (EOT . 
YUH COYEREP; 


X JUFT CANT 
FIGURE OUT 
HOW YUH . 


THE VOLCANO HEAVEP 
A ROCK AND KWOCKEP 
HIM OUT! GUESS X 
GOTTA SHARE CREPIT 
WITH THE MOUNTAIN/, 
SLIM, BUT I’LL TAKE, 
THE WHOLE REWARD! , 


INSEEW, BLUEPEARP TAKES REFUGE 
1 BEHIND A LARGE "ROCK.... 


SOMEONE SAID YUH WERE 

TAKING IN BOARDERS 
AT YOUR HOUSE' IS , 
— , THAT TRUE? t— -V 


ROOMIN' HOUSC 

ROONEY/ 


.... IT'S ONLY, 

a roomcr! 


SOMETHIN 6^ 


HEY, ROOM EX 1 HE ARP 

'BOUT YUH ANP T PON'T KNOW 
WHETHER TUH BELIEVE IT OR NOT, 


WHAT IS 
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SON OF THE LATE CHIEF OF 
IP THE MASSACREP TRUEFEATHEE 
TRIBE, YOUNG FALCON HAS BECOME, 
A LOU £ HUNTSMAN OF THE forests] 
m/hen, one pay, he builps a 

BIRTHP/tf PRESENT FOR A LITRE 
GIRL, HE FINPS THAT, INSTEAD 
OF HAPPINESS, HIS GIFT ALMOST 
BRINGS TRAGEPY AS... T>£4TM, 
K/pes me pees&vrf 


THE RIVER’S EDGE 


PUNS FALCON HAS KEN STAYING 
AT THE 7RIBAL ENCAMPMENT OF 
WE FRIENPS, ANP ONE MORNING- 


GOME, I'LL SHOW 
IT TO YOU. 1 JiT’S 
POWN BY THE 
EPGE OF THE RlMERj 


YOU ARE SO 
GOOP TO e/PE 
MY LITTLE ON E 
A BIRTHDAY 
PRESENT > DUNG 
FALCON! . 


IT IS BEAUTIFUL, 
YOUNG FALCON! 
LITRE PEER (VILL 
BE SO TROUP TO 
OWN A BIECH - 
BARK CANOE 
OF HER OWN! J 


X FINISHEP IT, 
THIS MORNING! 
WeV BETTER. 
RETURN TO CAMP 
BEFORE SHE 
COMES SEAR CHINS 
FOR US! 


TOMORROW/ 
IS MY 
BIRTHPA/, 

youna, 

, FALCON! 


YES, LITTLE PEER, 

• ANP IVE NOT ■ 
FORGOTTEN I 
PROMISEP YOU A ' 
PRESENT/ NOW YOU 
RUN ALONG WHILE 
I TALK TO YOU R / 
W A10THER! 
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fn£ mr VAY, IN THE WOODS— ]_ 


F h at night, a* THE INDIAN 
ENCAMPMENT SLUMBERS, 
THERE I? TROUBLE IN A LITTLE 
TOM SOME MILES AWAY— 


AS SOON AS ) THEVLL PICK 
THEy FIND THE T UP OUR TRAIL 
WATCHMAN . / IF WE HIT THE 
TTHEyU BE / PLAINSI SO, 
AFTER US, / WE'LL HEAP FOR 
JUD! A THE WOODS! 


HAPFy "BIRTHDAy, 
LITTLE DEER! 


THANK YOU- 
THANK YOU A 
THOUSAND TIMES, 
YOUNG FALCON' 


MAKE IT SNAm, 
JUD! DON'T DROP, 
THOSE AlONEypAGSj 


comIng, 

FRANK! 


: BANK 


gUDDENLy--^ 


PONT MOLE! GRAB THE 
CANOE, JUD.' IT’S JUST 
WHAT WE need; THEY'LL 
BE UNABLE TO PICK UP 
OUR TRAIL W WATER' J 


-STS' CAA/0£! 

you CAA/T . 

HAVE irl J 


LITTLE DEER 
DISTRACTS 
THE OUTLAWS 
FOR A SECOND, 
YOUNG FALCON 
SPRINGS 
INTO ACTION, 
AS SWIFT AS 
THE BIRD 
WHOSE NAME 
HE BEARS) 
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TAKE A STEP NEARER AND THE 
KID SETS IT! COM OH, FRANK, 
INTO THE CANOE. 1 


DON'T FOLLOW US 
OR, IT'LL BE CURTAINS 
FER THE KIPJ 


WE CANNOT 
DO ANYTHING 
NOW! 


/ftS THE CANOE ROUNDS A 
W BEND IN THE RIVER AND 
disappears from wav— • 


IJkS THE OUTLAWS PADDLE DOWNSTREAM, 
W YOUNG FALCON RACES ALONG THE 
BANK, TAKING CARE TO STAY HIDDEN 
i IN THE HEAVY BRUSH! 


rfllLE AFTER MILE, YOUNG FALCON 
JO! KEEPS PACE WITH THE SWIFT- 
MOV/NG CANOE AS HIS LEGS GROW 
TIRED AND HEAVY, DLL FINALLY— 


THEY WILL 7 THE WAV THOSE \ 

SURELY KILL TWO WERE FLEEING, \ 
MY LITTLE THEIR PURSUERS ) 
GIRL! J MUST BE NOT FAR 
Sn /HTff BEHIND/ STAY HERE, 
'•fMIrVfA I'LL DO ALL X CAN/ 


DARKNESS FALL'S— (PUFF)— THEY 
HEAD FOR THE CITHER SHORE TO 
MAKE CAMP! I WILL WAIT DLL 
NIGHT IS DEEP! > 


CHUTES LATER, ON THE OPPOSITE SANK- 


YOUNG FALCON HAS RESTED, 
MOVES INTO THE WATER- 


JUST AN OLD LOG! PONT 
BE SO JUMPY, JUD! I TELL 
YUH !VE GAVE 'EM THE SLIP! 
WE'RE IN THE CLEAR! . 


WHAT'S 

THAT? 


THIS OLD LOG IS JUST 
WHAT X NEED TO HIDE 
BEHIND! NOW ID GIVE 
THOSE TWO CULPRITS 
A SURPRISE! ^ 
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gUPPENL y- 


GUESS AGAIN. 
FANPITS! 




THIS IS FOE.. 
LITTLE PEER! 


THIS 

KNIFE 

WILL 

STOP 

HIM! 


{jiATEg- f -rHE LITTLE GIRL'S MOTHER' 


yOUNS FALCON, 
I PIPN'T THINK 
ANyoNE WOULP 


IT'S ALL Ol/ER NOW, LITTLE 
PEER.’ WE’LL LOAP THESE TWO 
IN YOL/R CANOE ANP TAKE 
THEM RACK TO CAMP.’ I THINK 
THEIR PURSUERS WILL BE . 
^ WAITING, THERE! 


TOLP US THEyp FLED BY 

CANOE! WE THOUGHT IT BEST 
TO WAIT HERE, KNOMNS WEP 
BE UNABLE TO P/CK UP THEIR 
TRAIL! THANKS TO yoU, YOUNS 
FALCON. THEY'LL SFENP A LONS; 
TIME IN JAIL! y 
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rncom SPECTACULAR SPECTACLES/ 


y TUT-TUT ; WHO V 
CARES HOW YOU CAN 
SEE? IT'S HOW YOU , 
LOOK THAT COUNTS / 
W ON 77/^S/S 
. GLASSES l 


' PUT AWAY THEM 
consarned specs, 
HESTER' MY OLE 
EAGLE EYES CAN < 
STILL SPY A FLY'S 
WHISKERS AT A , 
.HUNDRED PACES.' , 


NOW, NOW, GABBY/ ]n 
THIS EXTRA TOUCH ^ 
WILL MAKE >OU LOOK 
DISTINGUISHED' . 


D/vGBuerrr: ^ 

AIN'T IT ENOUGH 
FER ME TO WEAR 
THESE DUDE DUDS' 


ufcoyatty visits Rawhide l 'tes.tbe 
elegant Duke awd Duchess of 
Hamaweggs are here -for the suw- 
\ mer, and throwlwgawopen house 
\ tea party to meet their neigh- 
\ bore ! Trust Gabby to give -them 
w a royal welcome with THE 
t SPECTACULAR SPECTACLES/ 


y NOW MIND 
YOUR MANNERS, 
GABBY/ FIRST 
IMPRESSIONS 
ARE SO £ 
IMPORTANT.' I 


I’M SO GLAD I FOUN0 
THEM IN THE ATTIC / , 
THEY LOOK LOVELY ' 


X GREAT BALLS OP 
) FIRE .'THE THINGS 
/X DO JUST SO I 
CAN EAT HESTER'S 
VlTTLES I a . 


MIGHTY PEE-COOLYAR 
SPECS'. EVERYTHING 
LOOKS DIFFERENT/ 
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‘EPhe glasses distort 
GASSY'S VISION... 


i say: what c? 
A REMARKABLE 
ENTRANCE.' IS THAT 
A LOCAL COWBOY 
“a CUSTOM? y 


BMPiryZgm 

'Bmpy^y 

^bumpL X 

X'BUHP,'^ 


REMEMBER \THE DUKE SHORE 
SA8BY. 1 KEEP , I FIXED UP THIS . 
YOUR DIGNITY.'/ PLACE FUNNY.' ITS 
/«< all OUT OF SHAPE . 


/ SEE HERE, OLD 
^ MAN.' AREN'T 
YOU OVER- jM 
DOING IT ? J Jgjp 


I DECLARE, GABBY.' WHY CAN'T \ 

YOU ACT LIKE ACE KARNS? LOOK 
AT HIS SLICK MANNERS.' MAYBE! 
OUGHT TO COOK FOR HIM INSTEAD 
OF A WORTHLESS OLD WAODIE 
LIKE YOU .' _1 — 


\HJa8BY WOULD RATHER TRY RIO- 

ING A WILO STEER— BUT HE DOES 
HIS BEST TO BE CHARMING... 


OH DEAR.' I-UH-PLEASE, 
DUKE AND DUCHESS, FOR- 
GIVE MV FRIEND.' HE JUST 

-r-V SLIPPED.' 

QUITE! LETS \ , , — cgf 

OVERLOOKJHE ) //I 

^TTER.^Sk>' // 


YES, ma'am! I'D 
SHORE ADMIRE, 
SOME VITTLES.' 


'WILL YOU 
HAVE SOME 
TEA AND „ 
CRUMPETS ? 


"^Dl 

im 


U 




w 


Q2P 
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*[pME POWERFUL GLASSES 

MAKE SASSY MISJUDGE 
DISTANCES. •«. 


HOLD STILL, 
MA'AM I'LL FIX 
EVERYTHING l 


I RECKON I'LL ) 
DUNK THIS A, 
DELICACY/ 
YORE HIGHNESS. 


p/ oh : V 

CSPLUT) 


AAV 

WORD, 


SHUCKS, MA'AM 
\ I’LL FIX EVERY- 
J THING WITH 
C THIS NAPKIN ' 


( THIS 
OUGHTA 
DRY IT 
OFPi j 


rBt//tJ£o: 

MY PRECIOUS 
CHINA ' . 


SEE HERE, 
OLD CHAP ! 
THIS SORT 
OF THING 
l ISN'T , 
\ CRICKET / 1 


BALLS OF F/GE l 

THE BIGGEST NAPKIN 
I EVER SEED i v 



1 


I 



1 











GABBy HAVES WESTERN 



( 60, sin! 

AMD NEVER 
DARKEN MV 
DOOR AGAIN 


PLEASE LEAVE, ~ 
MADAM.' WE WANT 
NOME OF HIS J 
KIND IN OUR. r^l 
HOME 1 


BVJOVS! THE ' 
BOUNDER. WALKED 
RkSHT THROUGH 
OUR NEW GLASS J 
.DOOR.' 


/CMOM.HETriE.' 
LETS GET OUT 
O' THIS 


(SOB!) ) DINGBUSTED ’ 
— , f-rSPlNX BEFORE 
V ( I BUST SOME- 

V thins y 



AW, HETTIE, T I'M DISGRACED .' '• 

DON'T BE S O j CSOB1 YOU BEAST. 

UPSET V I'LL NEVER FORGIVE 
- r— ^—7, VOU l ^ 


DON'T DARE Y BALLS OF FIRE.' 
SHOW YOUR. OHIS IS PLUMB 
FACE IN AAV 7\SERIOUS.’WrTH- 
K1TCHEN AGAIN.' (OUT HESTER'S 
C60B! OH, I’M VITTLE6 LIFE 
SO MISERABLE, /AIN'T WORTH 
I'LL PROBABLY < UVlNG. 1 i — 

NEVER OOOK. V — r 

AGAIN ANYWAY/ 1~V< 


I BETTER TAKE \ 

OFF THESE FOOL 1 
GLASSES.' I DIDN'T 
EVEN SEE THAT 
DOOR.' ' 


TAKE ^ 
ME HOME 


iNWHILE, ACE KARN6 ABRUPTLY ENDS THE TEA RARTY- 


COM E ALONG , FOLKS .' V- . 

IT AIN'T JUST YORE JEWELS 
I WANT, EVEN IF THEY ARE WORTH 
v A MILLION DOLLARS J ^ 


ITS A ROYAL 
HOLOUP, LAOY .' 
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S IT'S PLUMB 

CLEVER ! WITH YOU 

two as hostages, 

X CAN MAKE A , 
SAFE GETAWAY l J 


A FORTUNE! NOBODY WILL RISK THE - 
LIVES OF THE DUKE AND DUCHESS j 
BY CHASING ME--AND IF THEY DO I 
SOT A GUARD OF TOUGH OWLHOOTS. 


Meanwhile, worried about Hester's 

HYSTERICS. GABBY RIDES THE RANGE... 


^THAT ORNERY POLECAT 
WOULO SHOOT THE DUKE 
AND HIS WIFE 
IF WE GOT TOO 
CLOSE! WHAT . 

A PREDICAMENT. 


BODKINS, THIS WILL TAKE SOME 
POWERFUL FIGGERING ! I 
OUGHTA SEND A POSSE AFTER 
ACE. BUT X DON'T DARE! 


THESE CONSARNED 
SPECS GOT ME IN 
TROUBLE, BUT I . 
AIN'T LICKED YET/^ 
I’LL LEARN HOW. r j£ 
TO USE 'EM ! 


| ACE ' 
, HAS US 
y LICKED, 
SHERIFF : 
WE'LL JUST 
HAVE TO 
TRUST TO t 
>. DUMB J 
l LUCK / y 


ECTIONi GABBY ! THAT 

16 ONE OF ACES SC0UT6J 


HMMM... THINGS LOOK 
kind op fuzzy— but r 

KNOW A STRAY STEER 
; WHEN I SEE IT! 


WHATS THAT PACK " 
OF CRITTERS COMING 
AT ME ? APPEARSTO 
BE COYOTES ! 
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WAHOO! VAMOOSE , YOH 
YELLER SCAVENGERS* J 


THE OLE COOT IS LOCO. 
ONE MAN AGAINST ALL 
OF US AIN'T (SOT A x 
Si CHANCE i 


HEY.' I DON'T 
LIKE THIS 
IT MUST 8E . 

(k trap: jS 


IT'S AN AMBUSH.' ) 

HE WOULDN'T A, 
CHARGE UNLESS 
HE HAD A BIG FORCE 
v. BEHIND HIM [ J 


RIGHT. LETS > 
ESCAPE WHILE 
WE CAN i v 


I BEEN SHOT.' MAYBE 

THEM COYOTES ARE THE 
TWO-LEGGED KIND L M > 


I M GONNA ^ 
PLUG YUH TO ^ 
SHOW THE DUKE 
I MEAN BUSINESS. 


DADBURN YORE 
HIDE. ace: take 
r THIS ! , - 


aha: NOW 

1 SEE > 

him; 


CORKER. THE WONDER HORSE , 
KNEELS WHILE HIS MASTER. 
DISMOUNTS / 


DISMOUNT. 
GABBY AND 
COME THIS 
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WHAT A IDJIT. 


MAYBE I CAN'T 
see straight; BUT 
I DON'T NEED *< 
EYES TO LOCATE 
THAT BRAYING ' J 


THANKS FER busting 
THEM DADBLAMED > 
GLASSES ! NOW X C 
CAN SEE YORE JAW )- 
TOO PLAIN TO MISS.' J 


WHAT A MAN 
.THAT GABBY f 
^HAYES IS.' ) 


SHERlf 


LbATER, GABBY BECOMES A FAVORITE 
YARN-SPINNER. AT THE PUKES HOME-- 


WERE SO A 
TIRED OF 
SMOOTH TEA 

drinkers/ 

YOU'RE JUST 
THE KIND OF 
ROUGH, DASHING 
COWBCfy WE j 
HOPED TO / 
MEET / y 


YOU MUST BE 
I OUR frequent 
'GUEST. OLD 
\ CHAPi ; 


^ NOT' UNLESS 
HESTER CAN 
COME WITH 
. ME J r-^ 


RIPPING / PERFECTLY 
. RIPPING ! y 


OF COURSE 
ANYTHING YOU 
— — r SAY 


ITS UNBELIEVABLE. 
YOU'D THINK 
GABBY WAS Tjj 
THE ROYALTY im 
I HERE.' 
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STAR WITNES 


A BUCK DESMOND Story 

— BjyDick Kraus 



T HE courtroom hushed to a dead silence 
as Buck Desmond stepped to the witness 
stand. Slowly, Buck took off his worn gray 
Stetson, swore the required oath on the black 
leather Bible, and sat down. The prosecuting 
attorney moved slowly towards him, holding 
a sheaf of papers in his hand. 

“Mister Desmond, were you in the town of 
Painted Gully on Friday, June 16?” 

The rambling cowboy inclined his head. 
“Yes sir, I was — ” 

“What were you doing there?” 

“I took my bay to the blacksmith’s shop to 
have him shod. While I was waiting, I met 
some friends outside the general store. We 
talked for a while. Suddenly, we heard shots 
from the direction of th# Painted Gully Sav- 
ings Bank. We r£n towards it!” 

Every person in the courtroom was hushed, 
every ear listening to Buck Desmond tell the 
story. They all knew how, when the Painted 
Gully Bank was raided by the trover brothers, 
it was Buck Desmond who had drawn his gun 
and attacked the outlaw gang. They knew, 
too, how all but one of the badmen had fled — 
all but Floyd Gj*over, who had been wounded 
by Buck’s accurate fire. The other Grover 
brothers had disappeared, but Floyd Grover 
was standing trial for the attempted bank 
robbery. 

Lined face, intent on the cowboy’s testi- 
mony, the prosecuting lawyer 'listened to 
Buck’s story. When he had concluded, the at- 
torney asked, “Do you see any member of the 
holdup gang here in the courtroom?” 

Buck looked around the room; His glance 
stopped. “Yes, I do. The man I wounded. 
Floyd Grover.” * 

“Will you point him out, please?” the law- 
yer directed. 

Buck rose and pointed to the outlaw, sitting 
in the prisoner’s box. “That’s the man. His 
brothers got away, but we nabbed him. He’s 
the worst of the lot — the leader of the gang.” 

His grim face expressionless, the outlaw did 
not move as Buck stepped down from the 
witness box. Only his eyes were active. They 
followed the footloose cowhand as he moved 
across to his seat. It was this testimony, more 
than any other part of the State’s case, that 


would send Floyd Grover to prison. 

The judge consulted his heavy silver watch, 
then looked up. “It’s after five,” he said. “The 
court is adjourned for today. Tomorrow both 
sides will have a chance to sum up, ..and the 
case will be given to the jury.” 

That night, Buck Desmond moved up the 
Main Street toward his hotel. It was a dafk, 
overcast night without a star in the sky.. As 
he turned" down a side street toward his lodg- 
ing, Buck noticed that a street lamp ahead 
was not lit. Strange, he was sure it had been 
lit earlier. Moving into the darker shadow 
under the lamp, Buck’s ears suddenly caught 
a faint scuffling noise behind him — a funny, 
rushing noise. Suddenly tense, he began to 
whirl — but too late! From the corner of his 
eye, Buck caught a glimpse of a dark figure 
towering over him and of a club coming down 
toward him. He raised one arm in an attempt 
to protect himself, but too late. The blow 
smashed against his head, sending him slump- 
ing down to the ground, lost in a black sea 
of unconsciousness. 

H OW long he stayed that way, Buck could 
not say. Dimly, he remembered being 
carried on a man’s shoulder. Later he knew 
he was on a pony’s lurching back. And as his 
senses began to clear, he knew that his wrists 
and feet were being tightly tied and that he 
was sitting upright in a chair. Slo\yly, he 
began to open his eyes. The slight movement 
sent a wave of pain racing through his head 
Somehow managing to get them open. Buck 
lifted his head. He was tied to a chair, sitting 
in a ramshackle old mountain cabin. And 
standing before him were two men — men 
whose faces were strangely familiar. 

“You’ve come to at last,” one of them said 
in a cold voice. “I almost thought I’d croaked 
you. D’you know who we are?” 

Buck inclined his head. “Reckon I do. Only 
saw you once before, but I remember you. 
You’re the Grover brothers.” 

“That’s right,” one of the men husked. “But 
there’s only two of us. Just Sam and Ned. W« 
got a brother, Floyd. But he’s, .in jail right 
now. They’re trying him — aiming to send him 
to the state prison. It’d be mighty hard to get 
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him out of there.” 

Buck said nothing. He was attempting to 
twist his wrists free from the bonds that were 
cutting mercilessly into his flesh. But it was • 
useless. They were made of hard leather and 
were tightly drawn. 

The bigger Grover brother went on, “It looks 
like it’s going to be your testimony that’ll send 
Floyd to prison. We aim to do something about 
it.” 

Buck looked up. “What do you aim. to do 
with me?” he asked. 

The big man grinned. “Since you’re curious, 
here’s the plan. You’re going to write a letter 
to the judge and jury, telling them that your 
testimony against Floyd was a lie. You’re go- 
ing to tell them that you were paid to do it, 
that it was a frame-up. Then we’re slipping 
the letter under the door of the courthouse * 
tonight.” 

Buck started to laugh, stalling for time to 
think. “What good will that do?” he asked. 
“A letter isn’t legal testimony. And besides, 
the judge and jury will know it isn’t true. 
They’ll throw it out of court!” 

S AM GROVER shook his head. "Maybe,” he 
said. "But it’ll take them a while to make 
up their minds. They’ll have to talk it over, 
delay the trial. The jury won’t be able to go 
out for a few days to reach a verdict. That’ll 
give us time — the time we need to work out 
a way to crack that little pen and spring 
Floyd.” He indicated to a pen and paper on a 
table behind him. “You’re going to write it 
and fast.” 

Buck Desmond realized that there was some- 
thing to the plan. Certainly such a letter 
might not stand up as legal evidence, but it 
might confuse the judge and jury long enough 
to give* the Grover boys time to free their im- 
prisoned brother. The cowboy’s lips tightened. 

“I won’t do it,” he said. 

Ned Grover walked toward him, bone-hard 
knuckles folding into a rock-like fist. “I fig- 
ured you might say that, and I’m going to 
enjoy this. Yes, sir, it’s going to be kind of 
fun.” Like a snake striking, his fists flashed 
through the air, slamming against the jaw of 
the helpless cowhand. Again and again he 
struck, until Buck’s eyes clouded in a red 
haze. But still he muttered, "No, I . . . won’t 
. . . write . . . it.” 

Both brothers began to pummel him sadis- 
tically, kicking him, and flailing with their 
heavy fists. 

Suddenly Buck slumped forward, as far as 
the ropes would let him go. Sam and Ned 


Grover stepped back, their cold eyes apprais- 
ing him. "He’s out cold,” Sam said. “Let’s go 
out for a smoke, until he comes to. We’ll keep 
working on him. He’ll write that letter.” 

When they had disappeared through the 
doorway. Buck’s head slowly lifted. He had 
only feigned unconsciousness, hoping for a 
brief respite. Desperately, his thoughts raced. 
What could he do? If he were to write and 
sign the letter, he knew that the brothers 
would dispose of him immediately. He was 
too dangerous to leave around. No, he would 
have to get free in some way before they re- 
turned. But how? How could he cut his 
leather bonds? Was there anything ^iarp 
around? Swiftly. Buck’s eyes explored the 
cabin.' No, nothing! Then, he caught a flash 
of a pack rat’s tail whisking along a corner 
of the room and going out of sight in a dark 
crevice. Pack rats liked to hide shiny, sharp * 
objects, he knew. Maybe . . . 

Carefully, the rambling cowboy leaned over 
to the side. Bit by bit, he let the chair tilt 
to the side. Finally falling over, he landed 
on his- shoulder with a faint thud and held his 
breath. But there w^ no noise from outside. 
They had not heard the sound. Then, inch by 
inch, he worked his painful way across the 
floor toward the pack rat’s hole. Reaching it, 
he thrust his hand inside. At first he felt 
nothing! Thenfsuddenly — something hard and 
smooth! He drew it out. But it was only a 
silver coin without a cutting edge. He tried 
again, this time with better luck. He felt Some- 
thing jagged, gripped it and pulled it out. It 
was a piece of broken glass and ideal for his 
purpose. Quickly, he began to work on his 
leather thongs. If he could get them off in 
time, he wouTd be able to break one of the 
legs off the chair to use as a club. Then, 
standing by the side of the door as the thugs 
came in, he would have a fighting chance! 

O it happened! Ten minutes later, Sam 
and Ned Grover walked through the door, 
lips curling pleasurably at the thought of the 
punishment they were going to give the man 
who had captured their brother. Buck Des- 
mond swung the chair leg twice, so fast and so 
hard that it just blurred in the air. Looking 
down at the Grover boys on the floor, he 
grinned. “I reckon that courtroom trial is go- 
ing to have to be delayed after all,” he said. 
“But not very long. Just long enough to add 
two more defendants to the list and to send 
Floyd, Sam and Ned Grover to the state 
prison.” 

\ 


THE END- 
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'RELAX, SENT 5/ I’M. STAYING OUT OF THE 
CONTEST.' IT AIN'T FAIR. TO MATCH AN 

OLE MUSTANG MASTER LIKE ME ^ 

ASA1NST SECH IGGERANT S J 
YOU NGSTERS j — /M 


STICKY BENSON * 
HERE IS SHORE 
TO WIN ANYWAY, 
GABBY ' 


f <§kabb/s busy \ 
•tongue gets him into 1 
trouble agoin— but talking 
won’t belp-him in the perilous 
task of proving he really 

ic TOITK fflOPff/ J 


TRICK RIDING 
CONTEST 

- ; 


■ YORE A POWERFUL 
BRAGGER, GABBY, BUT I 
RECKON YUH COULON'T 
EVEN RIDE A ROCKING 
HOSS l HAW ! HAW / ^ 


LOOKY HERE, 
STICKY I COULD 
STAND YUH . < 
YOUNG SPROUTS 
ON YORE EARS.' . 
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OOOOOH 

MY PORE 
1 SACK : 


/SHORE , I'M LAUGHING THAT 
FOOL, STICKY, SORROWED 
ATHOUSAND DOLLAR© FROM 
ME, WITH HIS RANCH A© 
SECURITY.' HIS RANCH IS . 
WORTH FIVE THOUSAND f 
DOLLARS. 1 / 


LOOKIT NO-GOOD 
NO-HOW. 1 HE'S ' 

laughing Cause 

STICKY'S HURT .' , 


/ITS SPRAINED > 

BLUMB BAO/r RECKON 
iCAN'T RIDE IN J 
THE CONTEST y 
NOW / X A 


/ I'LL TAKE YORE. 

PLACE IN THE CONTESTS T YEAH - 
STICKY.* YUH’LL STILL /IF YUH 
SIT THE PRIZE WIN / , 

MONEY TO SAVE JT \ r—*' 
YORE RANCH' / /✓ 


STICKY PISS6RED HE D WIN THE 
CONTEST AND PAY ME WITH THE 
PRIZE MONEY— BUT NOW HE . 

CANT/ I’LL v— —— < 

SET HIS RANCH ) BLAST YORE] 
. INSTEAD/ y HIDE, GABBY / 


/ r WAS A SURE -WINNfik- 

TILL YORE CARELESNESS 
WITH A BANANA PEEL LAID 
ME UP.' NOW I AIM TO SUE 
YUH FOR A THOUSAND 
DOLLARS ‘ r- 


HOLD ON, 
SON .* 


y ARE YUH ^ 

HURT, STICKY 
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IE CONTEST SOON STARTS, 


1 IF GABBY WINS I'LL SET Vl 
AAV THOUSAND DOLLARS 
ANO LOSE A FIVE-THOUSAND 
DOLLAR RANCH l THAT AIN'T 
b AAV IDEE OF <3000 

BUSINESS.' «L^§|5p 


(ULP) AAV JOINTS ARE 
A LEETLE STIFF FER. 
SECH CONNIPTIONS 
WISHT I WASN'T OUT 
OF PRACTICE ^ 


FEW MINUTES LATER 


'SABBVS SOTTA FASS^ 
TWO ELIAAINATION TRIALS 
AFORE THE FINAL TRICK 
STUNTS! THIS GREASE 
OU6HTA SKID HIAA OUT ] 
IMA HURRY/ — ' 


I'LL START WITH ^ 
SOMETHING SIAAPLE, 
LIKE TAKING THE 
r HURDLES / „ < 


y AMAZINO/V 
I NEVER SAW ^ 
THAT STUNT DONE 
BEFORE ' 


r DkOBURU tr! M 

AAV STIRRUPS IS SO 
TANGLED I CAN'T , 
SET LOOSE' 
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' CONGRATULATIONS, 
6*BS Y/ YOU'VE 
PASSED THE FIRST 
-t TRIAL / -j-f 


DUMB LUCK SOT 
HIM THROUGH THAT 
BUT I’LL MAKE SURE 
HE NEVER. PASSES 
THE NEXT TEST ' . 


r YOU LOOK A | 
BIT PEAKED, 
GABBY, BETTER. 
REST UP BEFORE 
L YOUR NEXT rt 
2^ TURN l A f 



YORE SHIRT S^— 

COLLAR IS TURNED \ HURRY UP/ , 
UP, LET ME FIX IT/ 7 HERE I GO 1 


I RECKON I'LL 
( SNOOZE A 
\ MITE l y 


*JOO N... ] — ^ / LET ME 
— ■ * HELP YUH 

HMM...WISH I ) WITH YORE 
COULD THINK SHIRT, , 
OF SOME GOOD I GABBY / j 
STUNTS L 


nO man can ride 

WITH A SHIRT FULL 
OF BITING ANTS, 
WORMS, FROGS 
AND TOADS i jr 
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^ MAV0E X CAN 

JOUNCE THE VARr 
- MINTS OUT/ . 


REMARKABLE. 
HE'S DANCING 

A JIG/ r— 


'GREAT .WORK, 
GABBY; YOU 
QUALIFY FOR. 
THE FINALS ' 


[0-600D NOHOW IS TAKING NO 


CHANCES NOW / HE DUMPS SOME 
KNOCKOUT DROPS IN A GLASS 
OF WATER, AND..- ^ 

-- 1 t Ythanks, . 

DRINK DEEP, GABBY / S.N O-GOOOl 
YUH MUST BE THIRSTY .) X SHORE 
AFTER THAT EXERCISER AM.... 

■ SLUG/.. 

( ..GLUG/ 


r ITS NO r* 
USE ! X V - 
SOTTA GET 
OFF / PRONTO. 


I'LL LOCK HIM IN 
MY ROOM. WHERE NO 
ONE WILL FIND HIM / 


I'LL LEAVE THE L 
OLD FOOL HERE 
AND GO BACK. “TO 
SEE THE FINALS/ 



~TY\ 

t 

1 
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M&EANWHlL6,6ABaY IS HAVING 
Nightmares 1 / - -- mi - j 


THE FINALS 
WILL NOW 
BEGIN i 


r 1 veow/ V 

A I CSOTTA . 
SKEEDADDLE . 

IF I DON'T MOVE 
. THEY'LL LIFT 
s MY SCALP/ f 


f STICKY S 
RANCH IS 
PRACTICALLY 
MINE l 


f INJUNS { 

x THEY'RE 
AFTER ME. 


On Vhe arena below, the juoges wait 

FOR GABBY.... 


HALPJ ^ 

fPUFF) THEY'RE 
GAINING ON . 
_ ME i .. 


CALLING GABBY 
HAYES.' THIS IS THE 
FINAL EVENT' f 


WE’LL GIVE HIM 


.EEPlNG GABBY DOESN'T SEC 
THE DANGER. AND — 


TWO MINUTES MORE, 
BEFORE WE DISQUALIFY 
HIM i 


AWK i HALP! 

Z DON'T WANT 
A WA/Rcor! . 


F* haJ a, 

r GABBY >-* 
WON'T SHOW 
UP. HE'S SOUND 
ASLEEP/ 
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* THIS BRONCO IS 
POWERFUL NERVOUS. 
BUT I GOTTA RIDE 
HIAAi OR THE INJUNS 
WILL CATCH ME ' y 


r its gabby: 

HE MADE HIS 
APPEARANCE . 
JUST IN TIME ! 


) WHAT A ^ 
/ SPECTACULAR 
ENTRANCE.',- 


BY THE HORNED SPOON/ 
HERE THEY COME J I 
GOTTA THROW OFF THEIR 
AIM AFORE I LOOK LIKE 
A PIN CUSHION w'*' 


J BLAST YORE HIDE, 
GABBY HAYES YUH 
GOT ME UCKED BUT 
YUH CAN’T BEAT A ^ 
. BULLET/ r —^ II 


r BRAVO.' 

BEST TRICK 
I EVER SAW/ 
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7giddap 


J SHERIFF, I «- 
CONFESS X 

broke the law, 

PLEASE, PUT ME 
IN JAIL .PRONTO, 


SKEEDAODLE 
FROM THE 
INJUNS.' 


r MO. HE > 
AIN’T HUMAN 
HE’S TOO 
TOUGH TO 
FIGHT 


ffiHE WATER FINALLY AWAKENS GABBY/ 


J PROTECT N 
ME FROM THIS 
HOMBRE I— 

yeow" ^ 


owwiv 


HURRY.' 
PUT ME IN 
A SAFE 
PLACE ^ 


T'MON! I RECKON WE 
GOT ROOM FER 
VUHJ - -f 




0OONI... 


KEEP SUCH 
EAsy MONEY 
ANYWAY 








RUNNING 
A RANCH AIN'T 
A BAP JOB- 
IF IT WASN'T 
FOR THE 
WORK/ ■ 
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